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Ten minutes to showtime, and | am fucking shaking. Like a goddamn leaf. Eighty-five fucking thousand people. 
From my spot stage left, | can see them - a sea of faces, already undulating to the music we're pumping 
through the speakers. | want every last one of them to have a blast tonight, but | don't have a clue of how 
l'm going to do that. After months of not sleeping, months of planning, months of rehearsing, the reality of 


actually stepping out there is paralyzing, freezing me, from brain to limb. 


Get a grip, Dave. Panicking has never helped anyone. There's no fucking point. You're gonna go out there - what 
choice have you got anyway? But I'm like a kid in a doctor's office waiting for a shot - trembling in spite of 
myself. 


A firm, gentle hand touches my shoulder and squeezes. | know its Taylor before | ever turn around - | always 
do. | lean against him gratefully. Its amazing - Tay, who spends 99% of his waking hours bouncing off the 


walls, drumming with and on anything he can get his hands on, in these moments just before a show becomes 


the epitome of zen | let my head fall against his chest, listening to the regular, reassuring heartbeat. My 
heart's been trying to stage a breakout for the last two hours, but as his hand slips to the center of my 


back, it, too, slows, and | can breathe again. 


‘lm right behind you. Always." He says softly, lacing his fingers through my hair. | nod. Knowing that he'll be 
there, that | can glance back at him and see his smile any time, is the main reason that l'm going to be able to 
get out on that stage tonight. 


"What if | fuck up?" | whisper. "What if | just freeze up there?" 


"You won't" He says simply, his hands warm against my skin. "But if you do, I'll figure something out. We all 
will" | look up and our eyes lock He places a hand against my cheek. "You're not alone up there, D. | promise." | 


didn't even know it, but that's exactly what | needed to hear right now. 


The small speaker over our heads comes alive, letting us know we've got only a couple of minutes till showtime. 
| swallow hard. Strong, lithe arms wrap themselves around me. | hug him back, letting my face press against 


him for another moment. Can | just stay here? Forever? 


"And remember, whatever happens, we've got a date with Al Pacino tonight" he whispers, and | smile. 
Yesterday he found out that I've never seen Scent of a Woman, so apparently now that's the plan for after 


the show. "Now, let's go blow the roof off this joint" 


And miraculously, as the lights dim over the arena, as the music grows quiet and the cheers loud, as Pat and 
Nate and Chris come around to join us, the terror that's been tearing at my insides abates, and excitement 
sets in As usual, Tay senses the change in me before | do, flashing me one of his signature grins. He doesn't 


let go of my hand though - not till we're just about to step onto the stage. 


